UNDER THE SIGN OF THE POTAI
gleaned from The Tims in my notebook: "Mademoiselle
Assia's dresses in La Prisonnifre are by Lanvin!!!" But why
I put three exclamation marks after it—I am usually chary
of them—I am unable, after the passage of twelve months,
to imagine.
We made our round of official visits next day. At several
places a photograph of General Sheng, the Governor of
the Province, hung on the walls. We found our knowledge
of Russian useful in the course of our interviews. Ma
Chung-ying, we learned, was anxious for peace, for he knew
that he could not fight alone. He was supposed to have
admitted, or to have pretended to admit, that there were
as many Tungans against him as for him, and supposed also
to be engaged in settling the terms of an agreement between
Moscow and Urumchi.
But like the rebel mayor of Keriya, the government mayor
of Yarkand, a dear old Chinaman from Yunnan, was unable
to obtain the passport he had applied for, or permission to
leave Sinkiang. What a number of countries there are in
which people have no freedom!
Between Chinatown and Turki-town there was a vague
stretch with ruined houses to remind one of the last war.
There, a public story-teller was gesticulating in the centre
of an attentive circle of people. In the streets were soldiers
in grey uniforms, less robust-looking than the Tungans, The
militia, on the other hand, were dressed in bright yellow.
There was a crowd, for it was a bazaar day. We bought
souvenirs of Yarkand in the shape of two pairs of soft leather
knee-boots and some embroidered caps which we took from
poles that stood in front of the stalls.
The next morning we were photographed, for the first time
during the journey, in the court of the aksakaPs house. It
was just before we started off. The photographer was the
slight Colonel Liu. He had a German camera which he had
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